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my brother (husband) and to tell him who I was ;
but not knowing what temper I might find him in,
or how much out of temper rather, I might make him
by such a rash visit, I resolved to write a letter to
him first, to let him know who I was, and that I was
come not to give him any trouble upon the old re-
lation, which I hoped was entirely forgot, but that
I applied to him as a sister to a brother, desiring
his assistance in the case of that provision which
our mother, at her decease, had left for my support,
and which I did not doubt but he would do me
justice in, especially considering that I was come
thus far to look after it.

I said some very tender kind things in the letter
about his son, which I told him he knew to be my
own child, and that as I was guilty of nothing in
marrying him, any more than he was in marrying
me, neither of us having then known our being at
all related to one another, so I hoped he would allow
me the most passionate desire of once seeing my
own and only child, and of showing something of
the infirmities of a mother in preserving a violent
affection for him, who had never been able to re-
tain any thought of me one way or other.

I did believe that having received this letter he
would immediately give it to his son to read; his
eyes being, I knew, so dim, that he could not see to
read it; but it fell out better than so, for as his
sight was dim, so he had allowed his son to open all
letters that came to his hand for him, and the old
gentleman being from home, or out of the way when
my messenger came, my letter came directly to my
son's hand, and he opened and read it.

He called the messenger in, after some little
stay, and asked him where the person was who gave
him that letter? The messenger told him the
place, which was about seven miles off, so he bid